BARBARIAN STORIES

them any further. There were lots of small turf walls,
and squares hurdled off for the ewes with lambs, and
a few thatched huts that looked more like byres than
the kind of house any self-respecting South Briton
would live in nowadays. However there was one
decent building, at any rate; they saw it clearer in a
moment through a straight gap in the sheep walls.
It was stone-built and square, with a proper tile roof
and a good many out-buildings, and there were fruit
trees nicely lined up in front. The guide's grunt
admitted that it was the Chiefs house.

'Well,* said Petellius, puffing, 'shall we pay our
call? Or shall we go back? There's not much to seeP

*Oh come along, father!' said Martius.

And Alfenius said too: 'Yes, let's rout out the
Chief. It's an odd place, you know. One expects
streets of houses and one finds nothing but sheep.
I can't make it out.'

Petellius was quite pleased. It was really a com-
pliment to him as a host from his younger brother,
who was almost always polite, but not always, he felt,
really interested in the affairs of the Command.

As they got nearer the Chief's house the excellent
impression rather faded. One side of it seemed to
have been plastered at one time, but most of the
plaster had come down and some one had been
painting those annoying Druid signs in red on the
pieces that were left. The apple trees were in a bad
state too, unpruned for years, with moss beards and
nasty lumps of mistletoe on them. They dismounted,
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